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MUSIC'S DUEL
Now westward sol had spent the richest beams Of noon's high glory, when hard by the streams Of Tiber, on the scene of a green plat, Under protection of an oak, there sat A sweet lute's master: in whose gentle airs He lost the day's heat, and his own hot cares.
Close in the covert of the leaves there stood A nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood: (The sweet inhabitant of each glad tree, Their Muse, their Syren, haimless Syren she) There stood she listening, and did entertain The music's soft report; and mould the same In her own murmurs, that what ever mood His curious fingers lent, her voice made good. The man perceived his rival, and her art, Disposed to give the light-foot lady sport, Awakes his lute, and 'gainst the fight to come Informs it, in a sweet preludium Of closer strains, and ere the war begin, He lightly skirmishes on every string Charged with a flying touch; and straightway she Carves out her dainty voice as readily, Into a thousand sweet distinguished tones, And reckons up in soft divisions Quick volumes of wild notes; to let him know By that shrill taste, she could do something too.
His nimble hands* instinct then taught each string A capering cheerfulness; and made them sing To their own dance; now negligently rash He throws his arm and with a long drawn dashl66                    RICHARD    CRASHAW
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Of noon's high glory, when hard by the streams
Of Tiber, on the scene of a green plat,
Under protection of an oak, there sat
A sweet lute's master: in whose gentle airs
He lost the day's heat, and his own hot cares.
Close in the covert of the leaves there stood
A nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood:
(The sweet inhabitant of each glad tree,
Their Muse, their Syren, haimless Syren she)
There stood she listening, and did entertain
The music's soft report; and mould the same
In her own murmurs, that what ever mood
His curious fingers lent, her voice made good.
The man perceived his rival, and her art,
Disposed to give the light-foot lady sport,
Awakes his lute, and 'gainst the fight to come
Informs it, in a sweet preludium
Of closer strains, and ere the war begin,
He lightly skirmishes on every string
Charged with a flying touch; and straightway she
Carves out her dainty voice as readily,
Into a thousand sweet distinguished tones,
And reckons up in soft divisions
Quick volumes of wild notes; to let him know
By that shrill taste, she could do something too.
His nimble hands* instinct then taught each string
A capering cheerfulness; and made them sing
To their own dance; now negligently rash
He throws his arm and with a long drawn dash